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The Dreaded Man-Cold 


Author's Notes: 
This is what my brain does on three hours of sleep, no food, and a medium iced coffee. Good thing | didn\'t go 
for the large, | guess. 


Day One 

"Five letter word for numbskulls." 

Nicko yawned and stretched, rolling over on his side. "Tico." 
"That's four letters." 

"Right. Tico, with an exclamation point." 


Tico laughed a little. "You aren't very good at this." 


Nicko sat up and nuzzled Tico's neck. "Well thats a bloody shame. How'll | ever live with meself, knowing l'm no 


good at crosswords? Oh, the shame, the shame, | - " 

"Bozos." 

"There's only one of me, love. No need for the s" 

"The word is bozos." 

"Oh. Well, then" Nicko leaned in and kissed him. "Have fun with your bozos and whatnot, love. I'm going to sleep.” 
"Mm, good. You look tired." 

"| bloody well do not" 

Tico rolled his eyes. "Nicko. Sleep." 


Nicko scowled at him, kissed him again, and settled down. Just before he drifted off to sleep, Nicko sneezed. 


Day Two 


Tico had, over time (lots of time), gotten used to Nicko's snoring. What woke him that morning wasn't snoring, 
but sniffling. With a sense of impending doom, he turned and sat up. 


Ew. 

(Rest assured, that was the manliest mental "ew" ever. Honest) 

Between his usual window-shattering snores were the sniffles that woke Tico. Nicko's nose was running - and 
that was a lot of nose to run. He was pale, and from the looks of it, if his eyes were open they'd be red and 


watery. 


Ugh. Wonderful. Tico sighed and got up to take a shower. 


If you said Nicko McBrain was loud, you'd be hard pressed to find someone who disagreed. Everything he did, 
whether it was talking or drumming or fucking, he did with the maximum amount of noise he could make. Even 


the way he dressed was loud. 


So Tico wasn't surprised to hear him sneezing and coughing over the shower. What was surprising was Nicko 


wasn't in the bedroom. Tico had heard him from the kitchen. Downstairs. At the other end of the house. 

It was a wonder the walls weren't shaking. 

"Nick, what are you doing?" 

"Thought I'd fix breakfast" 

Tico fought not to cringe at the thought of eating whatever he'd been hacking all over. "Nicko, you're sick" 
"Ab not" 

The way Nicko pouted when Tico was a second too late biting back a snicker at Nicko's nasally cold-voice 
almost sent him into a laughing fit. He had just managed to control the urge when Nicko attempted to deafen 


him with another sneeze. 


When he finally managed to stop laughing, Nicko was glaring at him with eyes that were, indeed, red and 


watery, 
"Ib just a little sniffly. 

"You almost blew out the windows with that last one, Sniffles. Go back to bed” 
TRO 

"| know, you're not sick Humor me" 

rere 

"When else are you gonna get the chance to lay around all day while | wart on you?" 


Nicko sighed. Well, sighed in spirit, in actuality it was more of a wheeze. "Fine. But only for a little bit. And just 
to shut you up.” 


He leaned in for a kiss on his way by, pouting again when Tico ducked out of the way. "You're not getting me 


sick, too.” 
"l'b not - " 


"| know, not sick You're not getting me not sick, then" Tico smacked his ass. "Bed, Sniffles." 


Day Three 


"lb dying!" Nicko proclaimed, sinking back into the pillows with a massive wheezing sigh that set off another 
round of bellowing coughs. Tico tried to look sorry for him, but it was hard to do that and roll his eyes at the 


same time. 


Nicko scowled at him, the effect of his glare lessened significantly by his pitiful sniffling. Tico bit back his 


laughter as best he could, failing when Nicko let out a sniffle that a five-year-old would've been ashamed of. 


"Bloody wonderfull l'b dying a slow and painful death and you, the ban who's s'posed to love me and value by 
life is laughing. I'b in bisery." 


"Bisery" was the last straw. Tico was laughing so hard he had to lean on the door frame for support, tears 


streaming down his face, Nicko grumbling something about a "biserable bastard" that really didn’t help. 
"| don't need another blanket, Teek, it's plenty warb in here." 
"Good, ‘cause its not for you. l'm gonna sleep on the couch tonight.” 


"Why?" Nicko drew out the word, unable to keep the whine out of his voice. Not that he tried, but that was 


because it would've been pointless to try, because he was unable, silly. 
"Don't wanna get sick," Tico explained, digging in the closet for a pillow. 
"Oh ‘kin Hell, you're like a little girl. Eek! Gerbs! Get ‘eb off get ‘eb of fl" 


"I can't take care of you if I'm sick too. Anyway," the corners of Tico's mouth twitched slightly as he once 


again tried not to laugh, "I know how much you hate seeing me - what was it you said you were?" 


Nicko glared. "Biserable, you stupid bastard! Get the ‘kin Hell out before | hold you down and sneeze in your 
bouth." 


Tico frowned. "Aww, l'm sorry." 
"Are not." 


"Am too." Tico went over and ruffled his hair, trying not to cringe when he realized Nicko hadn't showered 


since he'd been sent to bed the morning before. "Love you. See you in the morning." 


‘Love you too, you stupid dick" 


Day Four 


Nicko's bellow rang through the house, followed by a sharp crack as Tico threw the remote at the wall, then 
the dull thudding as he stomped up the stairs. 


"What is it this fucking time, Nick?" 

"By drink isn't cold enough. Could you get me some more ice?" 
Tico scowled. "No." 

gut- 

"No." 

"You're sposed to be waiting on be!" 

"Within reason!" 

Nicko pouted. "You didn't say that at the beginning.” 

"You weren't being an ass in the beginning.” 

'b not an ass." 

"You just do a good imitation," Tico grinned. "Call me if you really need something, Sniffles." 


When Tico brought Nicko dinner - with extra ice in the drink - he was sleeping. His snoring was rattling the 
windows and scaring neighborhood animals, as usual. And in between the snores - nothing. No sniffling, no 
wheezing, just..breathing. 

Tico had to stop himself from shouting for joy and dancing around the room. 


Not that it would have been heard over the snoring. But he had his dignity to think of. 


"Tico!" 

Tico leaned against the door frame, yawning. "What?" 

"Aren't you gonna bring me breakfast?" 

"Nope" 

"But l'm sick" 

"Are not" 

Nicko blinked at him. "Am too." 

"If you were still sick, you wouldn't be pronouncing ‘m' right, dick" 

"Right. What | meant - er, beant - was, ‘But / sick." 

Tico rolled his eyes and crossed the room to lean down and kiss Nicko. "Remind me why | don't hate you?" 
‘Must be me good looks, love. That and the irresistible charm. But mostly the good looks, handsome devil that | 
am. Drive the women so crazy they nearly fall right down in the streets, always begging for a piece o' Nicko, 
but no, | tell ‘em, I'm not just some gorgeous hunk of meat you can - " 


Tico kissed him again "Shush." 


"Right, love." Nicko grinned and grabbed Tico's arm, pulling him into bed and rolling him over on his back. "And 


now you're gonna make up for not touching me while | was suffering so horribly on me deathbed" 
"At least let me wash the sheets first. And you should take a shower. And - " 

Nicko kissed him thoroughly. 

"Right. I'll wash ‘em after we get ‘em a little dirtier." 

Nicko grinned. 


Tico sneezed, 


